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IX
Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss
Has made my cup run o'er, And in a kind and faithful Friend
Has doubled all my store.
X Ton thousand thousand precious gifts
My daily thanks employ; Nor in the least a cheerful heart,
That takes those gifts with joy.
XI
Through eveiy period of my life
Thy goodness I'll pursue, Arid after death in distant worlds
The glorious theme renew.
XII
When nature fails, and day and night
Divide Thy works no more, My ever-grateful heart, O Lord,
Thy mercy shall adore.
xm
Through all eternity to Thee
A joyful song I'll raise, For oh t eternity's too short
To utter all Thy praise.
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Sinfi me, vacivom teinpus ne quod duim iniM
Labffrift.                                TER., Heaut., Act i, sc. 1
IT is an inexpressible pleasure to know a little of the world, and be of no character or significancy in it. To be ever unconcerned, and ever looking on now objects with an endless curiosity, is a delight known only to those who are turned for speculation: nay, they who enjoy it must value things only as they are the objects of speculation, without drawing any worldly advantage to themselves from them, but just as they are what contribute to their amusement, or the improvement of the mind. I lay one night last week at Bichmond; and being restless, not out of dissatisfaction, but a certain busy inclination one sometimes has, I arose at four in the morning, and
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